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had consumed you, we gathered your white bones at dawn,
Achilles, and laid them by in unmixed wine and oil. Then your
mother gave us a golden urn, a gift, she said, from Dionysus,
made by the great Hephaestus. In this your white bones lie, my
lord Achilles, and mingled with them the bones ofMenoedus'
son Patroclus, dead before you, and separately those of And-
lochus, who was your closest friend after Patroclus' death. Over
them all, we soldiers of the mighty Argive force built up a great
and glorious mound, on a foreland jutting out over the broad
waters of the Hellespont, so that it might be seen far out at sea by
the sailors of today and future ages. Then, in the middle of the
lists where the Achaean champions were to test their skill, your
mother placed the magnificent prizes she had asked the gods to
give. You must often have attended royal funerals yourself,
when the young men strip and make ready for the games by
which they honour their dead king, but the splendid prizes
offered in your honour by the divine Theds of the Silver Feet
would have struck you as the most wonderful you had ever seen.
For the gods loved you very dearly. Thus even death, Achilles,
did not destroy your glory and the whole world will honour
you for ever. But what satisfaction is there now for me in having
brought the war to a successful close? For on my very Journey
home Zeus planned a miserable end for me, at the hands of
Aegisthus and my unconscionable wife.'

Their talk was interrupted now by the near approach of
Hermes the Giant-slayer, ushering into the world below the
ghosts of the Suitors whom Odysseus had killed. Astonished at
the sight of all these newcomers, the pair moved quickly up, and
the soul of Agamemnon was able to recognize the noble Am-
phimedon, Melaneus* son, who had entertained him in his home
in Ithaca. Agamemnon* s soul did not wait for him to speak, but
greeted him at once. 'Amphimedon,' he said,(what catastrophe
has brought you down into the bowels of the earth with this
chosen band of men of your own age, as carefully picked as
though one had gone round and taken the very flower of
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